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think of in so isolated a place save the emotions of its
own heart, full of an enthusiasm that has pierced so far
towards the stars, and that is in itself, as has been said of
architecture generally, song made visible.
Coming to Burgos from the rather obvious beauty of
the country at the base of the Pyrenees, I saw her first
under a sky of few stars and without the airiness and
light that the moon lends even to nature. And yet there
was an added beauty in the calm and profound depth of
a sky too deep for the moon's light; for I found the
open-work towers of the great church studded with stars,
so that, as one might think, nature had lent her diamonds
not from the earth, the which she, alas, held but as
worthless, but from the sky itself, in which she thought
her home to be. And it is indeed as the 'work of the
angels' that one comes to think of the cathedral ever
afterwards, not confining that perfection they so naturally
would lend her to the lantern alone, but finding every-
where, in tower and chapel and relief and screen, some
scrupulous though not simple beauty, not quite natural or
to be explained, even by ourselves, as part of the influence
of that English bishop, Maurice by name, whose tomb
is never lonely in the great choir. For, indeed, in the
enthusiasm of its ornament, in the passionate swift flight
of its arches, in the unlimited desire of its height and
depth and breadth, there is nothing of England at all,
nothing of those 'plain grey walls pierced with long
lancet windows, overlooking the lowlands of Essex or
the meadows of Kent or Berkshire/ For after all Burgos
itself is a part of its cathedral, in a way that no English
city can ever be part of its own great church, the which
is really antagonistic to everything around it, the houses
of the citizens, the modern life of the people, and even
the religion that she too has learned to tolerate as a
sufficient excuse for preservation from time.